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+9 THE 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Gentlemen and Ladies, 


HE Repeated Favours I have re. 

ceiv'd from you, and the Great 
GooDNEss you have been pleaſed to 
extend to me; have prompted me to the 
Preſumption of offering the following 
Trifle for your Peruſal. Lam very ſen- 
ſible, there is nothing in it can claim the 
leaſt Pretence to Merit: But as it is the 
09.2194 H0OULG pe 0 


To the SUBSCRIBERS. 


firſt Effort of an unexperienc'd Under- 
taker, and contains nothing, I imagine, 
that can be offenſive to Morality or 
Good Manners ; 1 humbly hope for 
your Indulgence : : And beg leave to 

aſſure you, my principal Care ſhall 
always be, in my Station, to behave ſo, 


as not to forfeit a Continuance of the 


Honour you have done towards, 


=, GENTLEMEN and LApkEs, 
. Tour Moſt Obedient, and 
Moſt Humble Servant, | 


Joſeph Peterſon. 


6[ OE TIER 


r „„ 


PROLOGUE. 


fy Dieſign'd to have been ſpoken by 
| Me nd Mrs. PEK FER S OM 


Mrs. PETERSON. 


H AT, Hausband] you turn Poet! Pray, what inſpir'd 

\ Tour giddy Brain! Or how have you acquir d © 
A proter Genius, to employ the Stage? | 
I fear your Proſe, nor Verſe, won't ſuit this Ace: 
Mor pleaſe an Audience, with ſuch Fudgment crown'd, 

| Where Learning, Wit, and Senſe, ſo much abound.” 

; Mr. PETERSON. - 

Don't fear, my Dear! Altho' I needs muſt own 

2X Your Notion's juſt; yet I revere the Town. _-- - -- 

| Their Merit ſhines, and ſoars above my Pen, 
Subjects for Dryden, = or ſuch bright Men. 
But, ſtill, they're good and k ind ſo will excufe 
Thoſe Foibles that attend my Infant Muſe. 

Mrs. PETERSON. 

al But, yet, I fear your Farce will never ſtand 
: j A Critick*'s Tudgment- No, *twill ſure be damm d! 

4 

| 


Forbear the Thought, and pray no further venture. 

Let your Ambition in your Playing centre. 

What Pleaſure can the Auuience take to Day, 

In a young Author. and his firſt born Play? 

But ſtanding only on your good Bebaviour, 

Tcu're mighty civil, and intreats their Favour » 
Net, but you have Malice, if you dar d to ſhew-it jj ; 8 


But in my Conſcience you're a baſhful Pet. 
They'll think that ſtrauge — no matter, you cut grow it. 
| Mr. 


DPD n ——————ů——;̃ðÜ§—ũ:—:§v: ono 


PROLOGUE, es. 


Mr. PETERSON. ; 
But ſtay, my Dear, methinks you're too ſevere; ; 
An Advocate, you know, I brought you here. 
| Mrs. PETERSON. 
Well Pm your Aavocate.— Hy me he prays Jol—— 
(I know not whetber I ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe you) 
He prays you! What ſhall I do now ? 
Duce take me if I know what he prays, or bots ; 
Tet were the prettieſt Prologue, as he ſpoke it! 
Dace fetch me if I baw't quite forgot it : 
For Heavens ſake then excuſe the Play; C 


Far if it ſbou d be damn'd to Day, 
| cap be hang d, for wanting what to ſay : 

or my ſake then but I'm ia ſuch Confuſion ! 
T dare ut ſtay to hear your Reſolution. [runs off, 

n Mr. PETERSON, 
Well, I have promis'd, and I can't retreat; 

But mult (howe'er it prove) this Ad compleat. 
So, whilſt I ſtudy to diwert the Fair, 
With gay Sir Fopling, and Sir Thomas Care; 
With Mazly's Conduct, and Beliada's Charms, 
And throw an Orphan into BePmorr's Arms! 

So diſappoint a Booby Country Squire, 
And bleſs poor Betty with her Heart's Deſire: 
Whilſt Raree Show ! Who vill my Raree Show ſee ? 
I trap Sir Thomas, . ſpight of his Policy, * 
LADIES, I hope at leaſt to force a Smile ! FA 
Perhaps, you'll laugh, at Blunders ia my Rhime. 
If you're diverted, I have all I wiſh ; 
So you are ſav'd the Trouble of an His ! 
Afford one Clap, and pardon what's amiſs. 


* 


1 To be ſpoken by 


Mr. and Mrs. PETERSON. 


ty Mri. PETERSON. 
| 


M come an humble Supfliant for my Sporſe : 

I Ladies! I hope youll not my Suit refuſe. 

Tau ve had a Farce: But whether good, o no, 
"> From your ſublimer Taſte, I {ain und know. 

It you muſt make my Husband ſignd, or fall: 
' | Tet he, good Man! wou'd gladly pleaſe you all, 
So where the Poet fails in Art, or Care; 

I beg your wonted Mercy to the Play'r, Exit, 


Enter Sir FOP LIN G. 


With jantee Mein, and debonaire ! _ 

Thus comes Sir Fopling to ſalute the Fair! | 
With grateful Senje, and Thankfulneſs, Town 

The _ done me, by this gem raus Town. 

Thus at your Feet my Poetry I caſt; - | 
My fort Attempt ; perhaps 't may prove my laſt» 
Pardon my Muſe ! unfit, I own, to write, | 
Either in Verſe, or Proſe ; But fince this "Night 
lowre pleafd to honour me with a kind Reception ; 


My Farce, I hope, will find @ ſafe Proteftivn; 


Dramatis 


* a 


> _ Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Thomas Graſpall, Father to Timothy, and Guardian to Belinda, 
and Corinna. 


Squire Timothy, Admirer of Dogs and Horſes, delign d for co- 
rinna, but marries s Betty. o 


Manly, a Gentleman of Birth and Fortune, in Love and belov'd 
by Belinda, Friend to Belamour. 


Belamour, a younger Brother, of ſmall Fortune; who, by Manty's 
Aſſiſtance, traps Sir Thomas. 


Sir Fopling Conceit, a Coxcomb, that thinks every Woman admires 
im that ſees him; courts Belinda, but is rejected by her. 


Smart, a Servant to Manly: A my mann Fellow, that carries 
the Rarce Show. 3 


he Huntſmen, Servants, &c. 


WOMEN. 


Belinda, a Lady of Niece to Sir Thomas, but at her own 
Diſpoſal, and Friend. to Corinna. 


Corinna, a young Lady of Fortune: But is at the Diſpoſal of Sir 
Thomas, deſign'd for the Squire, yet marries Belamour. 


Betty, ad to Corina, courted by the den mo marries him. 


FCENS, 4 Corr Tron, 17 On 
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| Raree Show, Oc. 


» * 
* 4 
1 
7 
* 


* 
4 
K 
7 
4 
* 4 
* i 
1 
* C 
a "2 
g N 
o 


416 
SCENE I. A CaaAu BER. 
BE LAMOUR diſcover'd fitting. 7 
* AIR I Grant me, ye Powers. 


IRECT me, Gods! to ſet her free, 
Ana looſe. her from ber Miſery. 
Iden God of Love aid m Degen, 
And graut Corinna may be mine? 
But if th Powers that Gift deny, 
Oh ! let me only fieh, and di. 
Mar. God Morrow, Belamour. What, not dreſt yet! 
Methinks your Love for Corinna ſhould be ſharper, than 


— 


to fool away a Morning in your Chamber 2? But I find 


Abſence is no Whet to your Appetite. | = 
c | B Bel. js 4 


— 


. ˙—¹ -A I EOS 1— — 


3 (2) 

Bel. You're miftaken, Manly! for I was juſt a ſtudy- 
ing how to come at her. You know I am deny'd Acceſs 
by her Guardian; and tho' I have Reaſon to believe my 
Addreſſes are agreeable to her, yet, while the old Fox 
keeps ſuch a watchful Eye over her, twill be impoſſi- 
ble for the young Politician ever to come at her: Tho? I 
ſtill live in Hopes, one Day or other, to ſurgiount all 
e 1 

Man Is there no other Bar then, but her Guardian? 
does not the *Squire give you a little Uneaſineſs ? Ha! ha, 
Bel. Prithee, why do'it laugh? You can't think I have 
any Reaſon to fear from him, the leaſt Danger. Nothing 
but Force can make Coriana ſubmit to ſo unpoliſh'd an 
Animal, | 

Man. Don't be too poſirtve ! Too much Security begets 
Negligence. 'I have known many a fine Lady confent to 
a Match, full as ridiculous; only for the ſake of a Title. 

Bel. Ha! ha, ha. The Proverb will, then, ſuit you, as 
well as your Friend; for, I ſuppoſe, you are very cer- 
tain of Belinda's Conſtancy, or you would not ſuffer a con- 
ceited Coxcomb to fool his Time away with her as he 
does; for he has a Title too. Ha! ha, ha. 

Man. What! Sir Fopling Conceit, who is juſt come down 
to pay a Vilir, or ſo. I know he has Vanity enough to 
promiſe himſelf Succeſs with half the Ladies in Town; 
and yet has not-Wit enough to ſubdue an Orange Wench, 
who is any Man's Meat for a Teſter. Pſhaw ! there's no 


* - 


Danger. in ſuch a Coxcomb. _ | 3 
Bel No Danger! that's a Miſtake; for he's the Dar- 
ling of the Ladies: They admire him for his Songs; and 
tear him for his Lampoons. All Men are his intimate 

| „„ 4 tab Oo 


2 


(3) 


Friends, tho? he had never ſeen them before. He ſometimes 
favours me with a Viſit for no other Reaſon, I believe, 
but to view his pretty Perſon in my Looking-Glaſs. 

Man. Why, ſure, no Woman can be taken with ſuch 
a Wretch, who thinks well of no Body, but himſelf! And, 
with all that Vanity, he's as ugly, and lean, as a Skeleton! 
He has chang'd his Taylor ſix times, becauſe his Shoul- 
der- bone ſtuck out, 88 


Euter Servant. 


Sir Fopling Conceit is come to wait on you, Sir. 

Bel. Deſire him to walk up. Ex. Servant] We have 
given each other the Portraiture, and now we ſhall view 
the Original. 


6 Enter Sir FOPLING. | 
Runs to the Glaſs, and adjuſts himſelf ; then turns round.) 


Sir Fp. Belamour ! How do'ſt do, my Boy? Mr. Manly, 
Your's —— Lard! you fat Fellows have ſuch terrible 
Glaſſes, they make one look fo thin! that, ſtrike me all 
of a Heap—ifT know my ſelf. Guns "o 

Be]. Come, don't find fault with my Glaſs; for your 
pretty Perſon is the ſame out of it, as in it, I can aſſure 
you. Ha! ha, ha. Ws ORE 

Sir Fop. Sure, I can't be fo lean as your Glaſs repre. 
2 for in my own Glaſs I thought I look d too plump 
to- day. 

Man. Why, Sir Fopling! 1 ſuppoſe, you, like the reſt 
of your Brother Beaux, have got a flattering Glaſs. 
Ha ! ha, ha. 5 
. Sir Fop. 


% 
8 — 
8 Þ 


4; » wk. 14 
. _ * * 
— * * 
* 
* 
| | : — ) 


Sir oy Prithee, my Dears, be not ſo cenſorious; for 
| really I begin to belly too much. I muſt make a Tour 
into Fance; it will do my Complexion good, as well as 

my Shape. 

Nan. Complexion! and Shape! Ha! ha, ha. Why, 

thou art, already, ſo fallow, and thin, thou art fit for 

nothing, but to be hung up in Barber-Surgeons Hall, 

for a Skeleton, A Woman might as well lie with a Fag- 
WH £ 

l Sir Fop. Oh! you're envious, the Ladies are of another 

Opinion; for I was told this Morning, by a beautiful 

young Creature, that I ſhould look well if I were dead. 

I had the good Fortune, ſome Months ago, to ſnap that 

. Lady- by the Heart.—Strike me dumb, if it ben't true 

She prais'd me, to that degree, one Morning, that, up- 

on my Soul, ſhe made 'me bluſh, which, you know, is 

very ſurprizing. I begg'd of her, in the molt moving 
manner, to deſiſt; upon which, ſhe pull'd out her Hand- 
kerchief, catches hold of the Tip of my Glove, and cries 
out, with a deep tragical Strain, Who can behold ſuch 

Beauty, and be filent ! Upon which, I fat me down, and 
wrote a Song upon my own Charms. I'll ſing it, if you 

pleaſe. But you'll think me vain, you'll think me vain. 

Hel. No, no, upon my Word, we ſhall have the ſame 

Opinion of you, as we ever had. | 


_ Sir Ep. Very generous, ſtap my Vitals! 


AIR II. 
. . Genteel in Perſonage, 
Tip-top of all the Age; 
'B Nölle, by Heritage ; 
_ Gallant, and Gay: Ladies 


— — — — — — > 
* * . "WM 


(5s) 
Ladies tonſpiring ! 
Beauties admiring ! 
Panting, deſiring : 
That muſt be me, | 8 
Man. This Fool is much improv'd, ſince I ſa him. 
Bel. Fools always improve in Folly, as witty Men in 
Underſtanding. BREED ae 5 
Man. Indeed, he has great acquir'd Parts. Pray, Sir 
Fapling, with Permiſſion, what do you allow your Hoſlicr 
for quilting the Calves of your Stockings? 
adieu. Mr. Manly, I am your's. I muſt go home to an- 
ſwer half a Dozen Billet-Doux, from Ladies of Quality, 
Strike me to the Center, if I have not a a Buſhel of them 
by me.——Gad's me, I'd like to ha vs. forgot, I have gain'd 
another Conqueſt, ſince I came-among(t you, and ſuch 


a Conquelt ! She's the moſt beautiful Creature 1 ever ſaw, 


—— She's a Woman of DiſtinQion, I aſſure you. Half the 
Men in Town are dying for her. I faatch'd a Roſe from 
her fair Boſom ; ſhe threw herſelf into my Arms! and Pm 
the happy Man. Ha! ha, ba. he 
Man. You're very happy, Sir Fling! But mayn't we 


have the Honour to know the Lady's Name, that thus 


tranſports you ? 3 
Sir Fop. Her Name! She's a moſt angelick Creature ! 
ſtrike me all o' one Side, and her Name is Belinda. 
Mam. Cangerly) Sir, do you know, that 1 love that Lady? 
Sir Fp. Do you! then thou art the moft miſerable 
Creature on the Face of the Earth; for ſhe is otherways 
engag'd tomy Knowledge, the is, ſtap my Vitals!” 
| Singe — Ladies conſpiriug, &c. [Eait. 
| | Man- 


Sir 8 now you're quite barbarous . Nelamour, 


16) 


Man. A moſt admirable Coxcomb, truly. 


Thus th? officious Tribe of Fools go on, 

And on the worſt of Errors blindly run : 

| Expoſe their Follies, ſtand for Rid icule; 
Betray their Ignorance, and- confeſs the Fool. (Ex. 

. A Hf 

ner Sir THOMAS, alone. 
Sir Tho. Sure never Man was in ſo happy a Situation 
as my ſelf! I have a good Eſtate, one only Son, whom I 
intend ſhall have every Groat I am worth; and a young 
Lady that I am piece ofa Guardian to, he ſhall marry : 
"There's a good Eſtate. under my Clutches, and I know 
he loves her, and tho? ſhe never fayours his Addreſſes, he 
looks upon her.as his. Property.; and ſhe ſhall either be 
Tim's Wife, or go without a Husband ; for Men, now-a- 
days, value the Money, more than the Woman. Her Fa- 
ther, good Man! took Care to leave her Fortune in my 
Hands, for which I have thank'd him a thouſand times ; 
for by that Means I've made her believe ſhe is entirely 
at my Diſpoſal; tho her Father de ſign d no ſuch thing 
any longer, than while ſhe came to the Age of Eighteen. 
But I can ſee no great Harm, in turning her Fortune to 
my Advantage, whea at the ſame time I would make her 
my Daughter, Parry Jer to my only Child; it's true he 
is none of your wiſhy waſhy Toupee Sparks, yet I ſhall 
leave him a large Eſtate, and a Title. And I dare ſwear 
will turn out as good a Husband, as any Knight in the 


Shire. [ Jack crofes the Stage, } Come hither, Fack. 
Where's Son Tim? | 
5 Jack. 


(7) 


Jack. He's gone a Hunting, Sir. PTS. 
Sir Tho. Hark'ee, Jack, do you never hear Tim ſpeak 
of Miſs Corry? - . : 

Jack. Speak of her! Why, he's always a praiſing of her, 
Sir; and he has made the braveſt Song about her, that 
ever you heard, Bur Sir T wonder you never thought of 
her yourſelf; you're not fo old, and ſhe is as pretty a 


- 


Morſel, as a Man would wiſh to lay his Leg o'er. 
Sir Tho. Why, look ye, John, I can't ſay, but I once 


had ſuch a Deſign; and don't doubt, but with a large 


Jointure, and, other pretty Perquiſites, I might have 
won her. But had I died, and left a flaunting young 
Widow; what a forry Figure muſt Jim have made in 
his Knighthood, during her Life; and ſhe, perhaps, might 
furvive him: The very Thought of That, put all Love 
out of my Head. But, Jack, has Son Tim any Company 
with him? "5 | 
Jack. | believe he has: He ſent laſt Night to Sir Jou- 
ler Kennel, and Squire Chevy.Chaſe, to meet him, upon 
the Hills, at Five this Morning. 4 fora blows.] 
Sir Tho. Hark! they are near at Hand, ſure. 

Jack. Oh! here comes my young Maſter, Sir. 
| Enter Sgzuire, Huntſmen, and Dogs. 
Su. Hey Boys! forward Rockwood, Sweet-Eips, Beauty, 
Ceſar, Ramer, Hey! Oh, you pretty Dears! The Inazes 
ſhould not purchaſe you. 2 Tun | 


' 4 » Dp 


Tant wivee, twibee, twwivee,. 
SD High and Lo-. 


* hs * * 


(8) 
Hark ! hark, hark, how the merry, 
| Merry , merry Horn does blow : 
Whilft over the Bags, we'll follow 10 Dogs; 
For Pals is gone over tl Plain. 


There's Rockwood, and Ranter, 
| Ad Jouler, and Spring; 
3 Here Sweet. Lips, and Beauty, 
Make all the Woods rang : 
bi over the Bogs, we'll follow the Dogs ; 
For Puſs is gone over ti Plain. 


Here, Tem, take Care o' th' Hounds, and ſee their Bellies 
well fill'd, and their Kennels clean'd. — Good Morrow, 
Father Good Morrow. . 

Sir Tho. Thank'ee, Boy. But, Tzm, I think you follow 
this Game too eagerly, whilſt you negleQ a better Scent. 
Su. Why, Father, I thought you lov'd Hunting? 

Sir Tho. Ay, fo I do, Tim. But your: beſt Game, at 
preſent, is to purſue Corizre more cloſely. . 

Su. You know, Father, Pm in the Houſe with her, 
ſo can Hunt by Day, and make Love by Night; and that's 
the only 'Tioe to—pain a Miſtreſs. 

Sir Tho.. Ah! he's a cunning young Rogue, his Father 
every Inch of him: But, Tim, I'm told you have — 
a Song on Miſs Corry? Pray let's bear it. 

Le. With all my Heart, Sir. Hem, hem! 


AIR IV. I am in Truth, 


Ihre a Laſs, that does ſurpaſs 
Al as * pes 


- * * 
IS Nane can compare; 


(9) 
She bears the Bell around-a. 
Sbe is 15 o ſw We ef 4 5 
Ana ſo compleat, 
be Roſe cannot excel her: 
Her Beauty bright, 1 
81 Heart's Delight, | "y 
And that I often tell her. 1 = 
Her curling Locks, more white than Snow 3 EY 
Her Eyes more Hack ---»» "gh 
Ale bluſhing Checks, „ 
And Coral Lips, | 1133 CO 
Her Teeth are Iuor Tet-a: | 
Her Breath's Perfume,” 
Her Voice all Tune: 
She ſings. like Fardinello: 
Her — Waſte, | 1 
So ſtrikes my Tafte, | _ 
Miſs Corry, 0h ! Pm thy Below: 
RA Well done, Tim ! Ah, he's a Chip of the ol. 
oc 
dau. Odsfleſh ! Father, there's ſome of our Nei hbours 
met on the Bowling-Green, and have got the Fiddlers; 
ſo we are to have ã Country Dance: And I promis d to 
22 _ Corry——Eevd ! I'll find , out, and ſhe . 
my Fartner. [Sings) Her taper Waſte Kc. [ 
Sir Tho, Ah, let Tim alone, bo va 
gucceſs attend'thee, Boy W-, Tim has Art, 


At firſt Attack, to * a Lady" $ 1 * : Wake! „ 


„ 
0 * p 
he's —— 2 ** 3 PO 


0 | SCENE 


(109 
SCENE III. A CRAMBE R. 


Enter CORINNA and BE LINDA. 


Cor. My dear Belinda! I envy your Happineſs ; for 
you are at Liberty to chuſe for yourſelf. But when I re- 
fle&t on my own Confinement, I cou'd almoſt curſe the 
Hour I was born, to think Iam left at the Diſpoſal of 
an old Villain, that regards nothing but Intereſt ; and, 
to ſecure that, would ſacrifice me to his boobily Son: 
But I will ſooner chuſe to make my Exit in my Garters, 
than marry a Wretch, with whom I can never enjoy a 
Moment's Happineſs. Nor can Ithink my Father meant 
this Tyranny. | | 7 


AIR v. Wou'd Fate to me Belinda give: 
Hear me, ye Powers ! and ſet me free 
From Avarice, and Tyranny : ; 
. - Propitions to my Wiſhes "+ ? 2 
Aud bleſs me with the Man I love. | 
But if the Fates will bave it fo, 
. That I muſt the dear Man forego; 
Protect me ꝗ̃ an the booby Squire! 
I be content, — uo more deſire. 


* * 


Beli. My dear Corinna, Pm very ſorry for your Misfor- 
tunes; and wiſh it were in my Power to make em eaſy. 
But come, my Uncle may die, and then you may chuſe 

- for yourſelf! his Son has no Pretence to Guardianſhip ! 

Therefore, dear Girl, throw aſide this melancholy Hu- 

mopr, and be good Company. 1 


— 


Cr UAE of 


(11) 
AIR VI. 'Vaia Belinda. 
Poor Cor inna, don't deſpair, 
Fortune waits to guide th Fair. 


The Fates will keep you from all Harms, 
And lodge you in your Lover's Arms. 


Cor. If it were not for your Friendſhip, and agreeable 


Converſation, I ſhowd be miſerable indeed ! But, my 
Dear, I'll take your Advice in a Scheme I have in my 
Head, I was thinking of writing to Belamsur; I know 
his Love for me would ſpur his Invention to contrive 
(if poſſible) to free me from my Guardian, and take me 
to his Protection. But if he ſhould fail, Pm undone for 
ever. Now what I would deſire of thee, my Dear, is, to 
get Mr. Manly to carry the Letter to Belamour. I know 
his Love for you would engage him in my Intereſt: And 


his having free Acceſs, at all times, our Deſigns may be 


carry*d on, without the leaſt Suſpicion. 27 
heli. With all my Heart. And here comes Mr. Manly, 
very opportunely. I'll acquaint him with the Affair, and 
beg his Aſſiſtance. 2851 „ ͤ —ð?àâ 

Cor. Do, Belinda, and I'll retire to my Chamber, and 
write; and be with you again immediately kx. 

Enter MANLY. WP Et 

Madam, your moſt obedient. What, alone | Where's 
Corinna? I thought you were inſeparable. 

Beli. Alas! poor Corinna ! She is in a terrible Situation: 
She's juſt retir'd, to write to Belamour; and I have en- 
gag'd you, Sir, to deliver the Letter; and likewiſe aſſiſt 
him in any Deſign he undertakes to trap my Uncle. 
Corinna will never marry Belamour, without ſhe can pro- 


6.0 cure 
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( 12.) | 
cure him her Fortune: Tho? he generouſly offer'd to ſtand 
| to my Uncle's Courteſy ; who, I dare ſwear, will never 
= be — ro part with a Shilling, without Stratagem : 
\ Tho? I have ſome Reaſon to think, he makes her believe, 
4 ſhe's wholly in his Power, for his owa Iatereſt, only : For 
I can never imagine any Father would be ſo barbarous, 
as to leave an only Child to ſuch hard Conditions 
Mean. Really, Belinda. I'm of your Opinion; and ſhall 
ſcruple nothing to ſerve my Friends: You may command 
me. And it will add to my Pleaſure in being an Aſſiſt- 


* 


ant to compleat their Happineſs. 
Enter CORINNA, with a Letter. 


Mr. Many, I'm your moſt obedient. Sir, ſhall I beg 
Sap to give Mr. Belamour this Letter? I ſuppoſe Be- 
linda has made you acquainted with our Deſign. 
Nan. Yes, Madam; and I ſhall be proud to ſerve you. 
Ladies, your moſt obedient. [Looking at Beli.] 
Oh! Lovely Maid! _ | | 
Beauties, that captivate my Soul, I daily view! 
Thy Merit ſhines ; thy Charms are ever new. [Ex. 
Cor. My Heart is upon the Flutter, leaſt my Hopes 


prove abortive. 


AIR VII. Gently touch the warb'ling Lyre. 
No to prove your Conſtancy, 
Exert your Power and reſcue me. 
CUPID, this 5 me, Be: 
And crown my deep Deſpair with Joy. 
LM From Bondage, and from Slavery, 
| I Thou God of Love! deliver me, 18 0 
eli. Now, my Dear, let me adviſe you, in your Beha- 
_ == viour 


A * * 


7 * 
ws 


(13) 
viour to the Squire: Diſguiſe your Averfion to him, fo 
youll prevent my Uncle's Jealouſy ; and have more Op- 
portunity to purſue your Deſigns. But, huſh, he's here. 
Ener ' SQUIRE. 1M 

Servant, Couſin Bell; Wife that mun be, I am thine. 

Cor. Your Servant! Sweet Squire Timothy ! 

84u. Sweet Squire Timothy! Good: Matters go well 

Oh, Law! there's a Power of our Neighbours met upon 

the Bowling-Green, and have got the Fidlers, and intend 
for a Dance; and I have promis'd to carry you for my 
Partner, Bonny. "Io SEEN 

Cor. Good *Squire, have you no other Way of paſſing 
your Time, but Dancing? DN 

Szu. Why, what a Murrain ſhould we do? 

Cor. Why, read. Tis a manly Diverſion. 

$qu. Read | Why, ſo I have read The Compleat Far- 
rier, and ſeveral other Books about Horſes; and a-Book 
that's writ about Quadrille, Ombre, and Piquet; and for 


other Books, there's nought it: them, nought at all in 
'em, by Goles! Fon 


7 is TENETS 
th. . 


Beli. Now, methinks, Diſcourſe is a pretty. Way of 
paſſing one's Time. 43 I'S. 

Su. Ecod! and ſo it is: And I talk as much as any 
Man in England: My Tongue ſeldom lies ſtill; and, rho? 
I fay it, Pm able to run down all I meet, about Dogs, 
e 

Cor. Indeed! You are an accompliſid Fool, that's 
the Trad ant. TAR) 5 oxi cs DRE 

Squ. My Dogs are the beſt in England. I have one 
Dog they call Ranter I chriſtend him —He was got- 
ten upon Sir Fowler une ls Biteh, Lady: I Wasnt ſorryer 


When | 


— — T_T Cn , — << = 


(14) 


when my Siſter dy'd, then when poor Lady dy'd ; but 


let that paſs —— — Ranter was got b 
Dog, Rockwood [Io Belinda. ! 
Beli. You knew Rockwood, then? 


y your - Father's 


Su Knew him! Ay as well as I knew your Father; 


and of a Dog, and a Man, poor Souls, I ſhall never ſec 


two better in th Field, than Rockzycod, and your Father. 
Cor. How the Fool has coupled 'em! 


Aſide. | 
Szu. Odsfleſh! Will you go and Dance, I ſay ? 


Cor. Indeed, Squire, I never took any Pleaſure that Way. 


Squ. Prithee, no Excuſes ; I'll not be deny'd: Odsfleſh, 
I ſhall havean undutiful Wife, if you refuſe what Ideſire ye. 
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AI R VIII. Bright God of Day. 


My Corry, my Foy | | 
Pran be not ſo coy, n | 


Nor break my poor Heart, that's ſo true: 


I love you mare dear, 
Than my Father, I ſwear ! 


Nay, Sweet-Lips, or Beauty, 1 vo J. 
N, Sweet - Lips, egi 2: | 


Come, let's to the Green : 
- There is to be ſeen 


auch Sights, as juſt ſet me a madling! 


. There's Dancing, and Sporting; 
Nay, Xiſſing, and Courtin 


. And every Thing elſe to your Liking ah. |. « 


And every Thing, &c. | 
Each Lad, with his Laſs, 
Does trip oer the Graſs; 


— — —— — 


_—_— wo — — i 


Fiddles, and Hawtboy's, do play. 


(15) 
As they fall in the Ring, 
They call, and they ſing, 
"Squire Tim, bring Miſs Corry atway ! 
Squire Tim, Se. 


Cor. Indeed, 'Squire, I have a very-great Eſteem for 
your Perſon: But Pm afraid you'll regard your Dogs, 
and Horſes ſo much, that the poor Wife will be forgotten. 

$41. I warrant you! I'll love you while loving is good; 
and Il make you a ſwingihg' Jointure ; Then I'm ac- 
quainted with your Jockeys, and Hunting Lords! They, 
perhaps, may bring me to ſee the King! I then may riſe - 
as well as the beſt of em. — But will you go, I ſay? 
Cor. T have ſome few Orders to give my Maid, and 
we'll follow you in an Inſtant. 3 - 
Su. Ecod! She's a dainty Tit! I ſhall be as happy as 
the Day is long. [Sings.] I love you more dear, & c. Ex. 

Beli. Come, Corinna, be chearful, and let us follow him. 


Cor. How, Belinda! can I be chearful, when the very 
Criſis of my Fate's ſo nigh. | ” evi 
Beli. Never fear, my Girl: 


Succeſs mult, ſure, attend all thoſe Deſigns, 8 


Where trueſt Love with ſolid Judgment joins. 
Cor. And yet, methinks, my Heart to fear inclines. 


Exeunt, Arm in Arm. 


1 


Ed f the FIRST. AH. 


run 


SCENE I. 4 Tavern. 
5 MANLY and BEL AMOUR. ſitting. 
Bel. Hee Boy! bring us a Bottle of Wine.— 


who Il we get to perſonate this Raree-Show-Man ? 


him in. Here, Drawer! 
1 Enter Drawers. 
Here, here, Sir. 
Men. Send my Servant hither. 


ra. Yes, Sir. q 
Entey SMA R T. 


= * * 
U 0 


Jour utmoſt Caution, and Privacy. 


Smart, Ah, dear, 2 I hope 
; bility to ſerve you, let th 


be honour'd with the Ticle of Squire Manly s 
mag mere. 


Poor Con ! Well, ſne deſerves to be reſcud: 
And your scheme is the only Way to accompliſh it. But 


Man. Pve juſt thought on't: I have an arch Servant, 

who will manage it dexterouſly ; and, to our Wiſh, he 
tpeaks broken French tolerably well, and will help to fa- 
vour the Deſign. He's waiting withour. Welt end for 


{ dem Well, 4 I know: you can keep a Secret; : 
and 1 have an Affair to try you in, which will require 


you don't deubt my A: 
r be never ſo difficult: I 


warrant, I'll manage it to Perſection; or, may I never 
s Geatle- 


„„ 

Man. Here! drink that Glaſs of Wine; and go home: 
I'll be there in Half an Hour; ſo. wait for- my coming, 
and then I will give you Inſtructions how to behave. 

Smart. (aſide) What a Pox can my Maſter mean by 
all this Secrecy ! Sure, I'm not to turn Pimp: No, no, 
I never knew him put up that Game l can't think 
that's his Scheme tho' it looks plaguy like it 
perhaps my Maſter has got into bad Company, whi ch 
puts thoſe bad Thoughts into his Head. If it be ſo, I 
ſuppoſe I muſt be honourd with the Office and 
Title of Pimp. Well, let it be what it will, I muſt obey: 
And Pm ſure I can't for feit my Honour for a better Maſter. 

AIR I. Dear Catholick Brother. | 
My. Maſter's due d Wencher; ſo why may BH 
Ex a 7 Girl, with a Hach rœobing es? 
hill I pimp fer the Szuire, Pll ſhare of his, Game © 
Thea alaudau my  Myireſs without Fear or Shame. 
Sare tis ſome bright Gadgeſs,that”s lately turm Whore... 
That thus raid his Paſſiou to lay at al All- Fours. 
With a Fal, lal, 4. Et. 

Bel. My dear Muay! how am I. oblig'd/ to your In- 
vention! What can I do, to recompence\ fuch:Friendſ{hip? 

Man. My Recompence wih he, r ſee you happy with 
Corinna. But haſte, let's loſe no Time. 

Hel. Oh, generows PrienMhip chu à Scheme to lay, 
Wich, once accompliſh'd, crowns the happy Day. 


{13 QOHuM 4A. 1. R II. Wich tunefol Pipe. 5 
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(18) 
Tf Project fail, 
That ſhan't avail; 
My Sword ſhall end the Strife: 
break her Chain, 
And eaſe her Pain; 
Tho the Forfeiture ! 
. The Forfeiture ! 
The Forfeiture s my Life! [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 4 Hal. 


Enter Sir THOMAS, SQUIRE, CORINNA, 
| and B ELIN DA. 


Sir Tho, Well, my Chickens! how have you been di- 
verted yonder? I wou'd have been with you; but Mr. 
Litigious, my Lawyer, was ſettling your Joiature, Corry; 
no ef than Eight Hundred Pounds per Aunnum. A fine 
Thing, Ecod ! and ſuch a Husband as Tim. Look at him - 

do but look at him, Corry. . 

Cor. Sir, do; and find new Charms in him every Day. 
Sir Tho, Well fatd, that's my good Girl; but but 
when ſhall the Wedding be? Come, name the Day. 

Cr. I wound but we are interrupted —— 


Enter Sir FOPLING. 


Ladies, I kiſs both your Hands—— Belinda, Child! 
Pm juſt going to buy me a new Coach; and hoping to 
have you, one Day or other, the Miſtreſs of it; I was 
Willing to have your Fancy. in the Lining. Now, I think 
Roſe-Colour wou'd ſuit well with my Complexion, 


Beli. 


* . 


(19) 
Beli. Oh! yes. Roſe-Colour wou'd be vaſtly pretty. 


oh! the Coxcomb ! _ [4þae.” 


Sir Fop, Oh, my dear Creature! I have a Secret to tell 
you, I wou'd not have you think of Manly, for he has 
two Ladies with Child by him ; and one claims Marriage. 


Beli. You had beſt marry her for him, Sir Fopling : hell 


give you a good Portion with her, no doubt. Ha! ha. 
Sir Fop. Now frown me to the Center, if I thought 
ſo harſh a Rapartee cou'd come out of that pretty Mouth: 


but I know you think every thing agreeable, I ſay, for all 
that. | 


Beli. Conceited Coxcomb! Were I a Man, I'd cudgel . 
you out of this Conceit of your ſelf; but as Lam, I can 
only deſpiſe, and laugh at you, Ha! ha, ha. +9 
Sir Fop. You are very pleaſant, ſtrike me taſteleſs! . 


Ha! ha, ha. And I'm glad to find you are ſo; for it's a 
certain Sign, you are in Love with me. 


Beli. Monſter of Vanity, begone, or I ſhall be out of 


all Patience. 
| Enter MANLY: 
Ladies, your moſt obedient. What, Sir Fopling ! So, 
ſo, Ladies, I ſee-you have got the Flower of Knighthood 


amongſt you! The only Darling of the Fair Sex. Ha! ha, 
Sir Fop. Hark*ee, Mr. Manly! I would adviſe you not 


to think of Belinda; for ſhe loves only me: Now dot 


thou really expect ever to win a Lady, where I have once 
made my Addreſſes? 


Man. Coxcomb! not worth my Notice. Do you hear : 


him, Belinda ? : 


Beli. Les; and am not at all ſurprized : For with 


what Face can you make your Addreſſes, Mr. Manly, 
N | D 2 ; when 
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are valiant. 


. Beauty ! What art thou? But a fading Flower! 


(20) 


So when you have two Ladies wich Child by you; and Sir 
|  Fopling, here, is ready to ſwear it. 


Man, How |! Vanity! is this true? If you don't follow 
me, and give me a Gentleman's Satisfaction, I ſhall cake 
yeu for a Scoundrel, and uſe you as you deſerve. —— 
Therefore follow me, I ay. | Exit. 

Sit ap. With all my Heart; and you ſhall ſee I can 
fight, as well as make Love.—— Ladies, Pll but pink his 
Soul, and return inſtantaneouſly. LExit. 
Beli. Pray Heaven, Mauly receive no harm! 

Cor. My Dear you ſeem diſorder'd ! 

Sir Tha. Come, Laſſes, don't be frighten'd ; for Sir 
Fapling had rather admire his ſweet Perſon in a Looking- 
Glaſs, than draw his Sword, I believe. However, let's 
follow him for fear of the worſt ; for Cowards ſometimes 


TEX. omnes. 


SCENE III. 4 Fed. 
Enter MANLY, and Sir FOPLING. 


8 Mas. Come, Sir, I hope you like this Place; you're 


very nice ia chuſing one. | 

Sir Fop. Yes, Sir, for here I ran one Man thro”, and 
gave another his Life. 

Max. Come, make ready then. | 

Sir Fop. Im damnably afraid, ſtap my Vitals! But if I 
Mould not fight, the Ladies will deſpiſe me; that's certain. 


Man. Come, draw! 


- 
- 


Sir Fop. You're. in great Haſte, methinks ! [Drawing 
Man, 


0219 
Man. Beauty! what the Devil haſt thou to do with 


Beauty? For thou art a vain, ugly Coxcomb, and the 
Ladies care not a Fig for thee. 


Sir Fp. Come on then! Now for the Ladies—{They 


Eght, Manly 4iſarms him.] Don't kill we, for the Ladies 


will hate you, if you do. 

Man. Prithee live; and-be as vain a Fool as ever. 

Sir Ff. Thou art an ill-bred Fellow, to throw one 
down, and ſpoil one's Cloaths fo. Cowd you not have 
tought eaſily and handſomely like a Gentlemen. T warrant 
you have done me Twenty Pounds Worth 'of Damage; 


It I thought of your being ſo brutiſh, I wou'd have {ent 
home for a Carpet to have fought = owl 


Mar. Thou art a ridiculous Puppy 


Sir Tho. [ Peeping.) No, no; there's no Blood ſhed; 
Girls, you may venture in. 


Euter Sir THOMAS, CORINNA, and BELIN DA. 


Beli. Well, Sir Fopling ! Have you pink'd his Soul? 


Ha)! ha, ha. 


Man. Is this che Lady, that you pluck d a Roſo from 
her fair Boſom ? She fell into your Arms—and you were 
the happy Man! Poor Sir Fopling ! Ha! ha, ha. 


Sir Fap. I never was out of Countenance before—never 
before! Strike me blind! but hereaſter the whole Sex 


ſhall pay for this, for P'll be inexorable to all Love In. 


treaties—T will—Strike me all of a Heap! LExit. 


Sir Tho, That Will de an irreparable Loſs to the fair Sex, 
truly. 


Alan. 1 hope, my deat Belind4! what'rhis Coxeoinb lias 
aid, has made no Impreſſion 11 you. 


1 


— — . —Z—ä—æ—ͤ— — — — —— eine 
- 


— ! «c- — * 
* - 
, g » 
, 7 


8 ol 
b LY - \ 
— — — 
1 
— — — — — — —— ——̃ — —= 0858 
” 1 
- 
* 


1 
— ——— — 


022) 
Beli. No, Mr. Manly; I know you have too much 
Honour in you, to be guilty of ſuch an Enormity. 

Sir Tho, Well, well, a pies on him; let's a done with the 
Thoughts of ſuch a puſillanimous Creature; and let's go 
in; for T've provided a ſmall Collation, which waits for 
your Acceptance. 5 . 

Man, Sir, we'll attend you. | LEX. omnes. 


SCENE IV. A Chamber. 


. Enter BETTY, follw'd by the SQUIRE. 


Sau. My dear bonny Betty! Have you conſider'd of the 
Propoſals I made you? And will you let me hear from 
that ſweer Tongue, You'll make me happy with your 

Perſon? Then, in Return of that Favour, I'll not only 
ſettle what I propos'd ; but throw another hundred Gui- 

neas into thy Apron, for the firſt Bleſſing I enjoy with 
thee. And IIl for ever love you, I ſwear Betty! 

Betty. Dear Squire, forbear! To tempt me to do a 
thing, which you are certain would be the Ruin of me, 

argues but little proof of your Love. Beſides, I have of- 
ten told you, that I value my Virtue above your Eſtatg: 
And, if you ſtill perſiſt in this Folly, Pm reſolv'd to ac. 
quaint your Father. If I mind my Hits, I may make 
ſomething of this Booby ; for I know my Miſtreſs never 
intends to marry him. |  __ [4jraer 
Su. Nay, dear pretty Betty, don't break my Heart! 
For Llove you as well—as well— as I do Fox- Hunting. 
Therefore don't break my Heart, I ſay, 8 


—_— ES AIR 


0 
AIR III. The Man that ventures; 


Dear Betty, why fo coy, I love you more than Life, 
With a Fal, la, la, la: 


And, were it not for Father, thou ſoon ſhou'd be my Wife. 
With a Fal, la, Ia. 


Come, grant me my Requeſt, PII doat upon thy C harms, 


Then "tt me paſs one Hour encircPd in thy Arms : 
With a Fal, la, la. 


When once I take Poſſeſſion of thee my only Dear, 
With a Fal, la, la. 
' I'll beſtow on thee a Fortune of Fifty Pounds a Tear. 
_ With a Fal, la, la. 
And whoſoeer I wed, z0 one I'll love like thee : 


So grant the Bliſs, or by this Kjſs, thowlt beth Death of nie. 
| With a Fal, la, la. 


AIR II. The State of old Virgins. 


Bet. Pray, Sguire, give ver, and ask me ud more 3 
Nor plague me, nor teaze me, on ſuch a vile Score: 
Tour Gold, nor your preſents, ver me has no Power." - 
Tf two mean for your Wife, I'm too good for your TO: : 
Good for your Whore ; 
Good for your Whore. ; 
If too mean for your Wife, I'm too good for your N bore. 
My Honour and Virtue to me is more dear 
Than Titles, or Grandeur, or Thouſands a Tear : 
| Ere yadigein your Deſire, once more I you tell, 
N - , die an old Maid, and lead Apes in 2 ; 


. apes in Hel, ä 8 1 


Apes in Hell; 
PU fi an 0 4. Maid, and ex Apes in Hell. Exit. 


Son. 


* 2 » 
4 
1 f 


2 
*— 7 
- 
4 — * 
* k : 
E 


(a4) 
Sy. Go thy Ways, s, for a croſs grain'd Quean ! Ecod ! 11 
like ber mainly, : Pl not leave her thus —— Pl 


have t'other Bout with her Odſo, here comes Father, 
_ andthe reſt of rhe Company, 


Enter Sir THOMAS, MANLY, BELINDA, 
© (3 32, 208 CORINNA. 


Sir Tho. Why, how now, Tim, what made you leave 
; your Company ſo ſoon? 


Seu. Sir, one of my favourite Dogs was taken ill; ſo 


T Was oblig d to go, and tell the Huntſman, what 1 
would have done with him. 


CA Raree-Show cryd without. J 
Sir The. How, now! What's that without? 


Enter Servant. 


Sir, Here's a Man with a Raree Show): Wou'd your 
Honour be pleds'd to fee it? 


Sir Th bo. Ay, ay, ſend bim! in: It will divert us a little, 
LExit Servant. 


Re Be- Servant, with 8 M A RT diſeuifed, with 4 Box. 


+ Smart. Sings] A vera prette Fance, a brave gallante 


Show ;. a juſtia came from France, Toute, Nouveau. [Sets 


down the Box J. Here you ſhall ſee vat you fall ſee — Give me 
K Pence, and you fall ſet for not ing. 
2 fo. nly.7 Which Way fhatl we get tid of 


Man. 1: baye a Trick for thar. too, if vo I ha ve a lit. 
tle Patience. 


Sir * Come, come, let theſe Laſſes ſee — Rarities: 
Belinda and Corinna look in.] 


e ow * Ja rag of Farinello, te Famous 
| EL. Fs. 
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| | Here you ſee de Ladies of Englan 
kneel to him, and beg of him not to leave em; which. is a vera 
prette Fance, à brave gallante Show, & c. [ere you ſee 
de French Comedians in de Hay-Market, who come over and 
get noting ;, but go back vid dere Labour for dere Pains : . 0 
dat is à vera pretty Fance, &c, —— Here you ſee Monſieur | 
de Vernon tak a de Porto Bella, vid Six Ships of Var only, 1:4 
N eobich is a vera pretty Fance, & c. Here you ſee Mad. 
moiſelle Violante, who jumpa ten Story bigh, and never break 
her Neck at all: O dat is a very pretty Fance, a Lrave.gal- 
lante Show ; a juſta come from France, Toute Novean. © 


Wager from ling. 


= * £ % * 


| Enter Servant, to the Squire. e 
| Sig Teaker Kovac! ſends his humble Service to you Squi, : 
and deſires to ſee you immediately; and the Servant (7 A 


. 1 


own ſhould be too long a getring ready. e N 
Su. What the Duce can he want now? —— Toouhuhrt 
Servant, Ladies, and Gentlemen; I mun go, tho? I loſe 
the Sight of the Show ; for Pm afraid his favourite Hound 
is a dying; for there's nothing elſe could have put him |. 
into tuch a Hurry-Burry, Pm ſure. Exit. 1 
Cor. Oh, Belinda! Lm in the utmoſt Confuſion leſt Sir . 

- Thomas find out the Decei. L. 
Beli. Never fear; take Courage, my Girl; al goes 

- well as your Heart can wiſſi: Uncle, won't you ſee this 

Show? Tis very pretty and curious. l 
2 Sir Tho. Well, well, to oblige you, my little Fillee —_—_ 
Foals, 1 don't care if 1 do take a'Peep. "© i [Looks im. © 
i mart. Here you ſee de grand Monareh-of France, d 
J Spain, & Emperor of Germany, de Kink of England; ap _ 


his Maſter's Order) has brought a Horſe for you, leſt'your /' ..- + 


. 
” — 
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A 4 8 (4 1 
i Sie Tho. why you vagabond Rogue ! 1 ſee nothing of + 
| * you pabber. EAigerly.] 1 
„ Sk. Pray, Sire, giva me leave to look, if any Ting 
be fa Again che Glass. 8 
Sir Tb Ay, ay, prithee look. | 
Smart, ELookin im O mafvi, dere is noting amiſs.— 
Pray, Monſieur, took agen? 

Sir Tho. Why, ©: Son of a Whore, do.you think I can? t 
fee: ” Wouw'd you make a Fool of me? Pl have you puniſh'd 
for a Cheat. 

L Smart. Sire, pray have Patience! And to fatisfy your 
| | CEarioftty ys ib you vill letta me be vid you in private, dat 
= is out of Ear-Shot, me al. open my Box, and you fall les, 

_ = vary fall r . an othing at the! Botcom. [Afide. 


— 


bl "go #4 the + Rooch, 6 7 k Quarter of an Hour; for 
tis Fellow, I being a Magiſtrate, is going ro ſhew me 
A chend tk. Gt his 4 

"fan. We oblige you, Sir Come Ladies Now 


Smart. Now, if your Honout vil get upon de Stool, you 
my look in, and ſee every Ting. 

Sit Ibo. Come, come, let me ſee What great Matters 
1 * 71 For as yet Ive cen nothing. 
| =_ ets pos a Stool, looks in at Top : Sttiart trips up 
1 "> Heels, and ſrats him into the Box; takes it on 

= his Shoulder, and ſings, A vera pretty Fance, We. 
3 5 e For in de rape 0 my Rarer Show? my 
2 the Bar! et me out you l You 
5 Villain Il trounce you!! PII cut 9 Throat, if you 
don't let me out, = Tz: Enter, 


b E. 


| | 
8 | dor never, Corinna. 40 4 LEx. Man. and Ladies. 


(37) 
Enter BELAMOUR. 


Set down the Box, Smart. —1 m ſorry to giv you all 
this Trouble, Sir Thomas : Rug. it is upon my dear Co- 
rinna's Score. Had you been thar honeſt Gentleman her 
Father beliey'd yau, I ſhou'd not have been red 0 d ro 
ſuch uncommon Methods to bring you to the Juſtice of 
Bi ber, a his laſt Will and Teſtament ;. Wha; Mead, 
= r, and her Fortune, at your Diſp ofal, oY rhe ge 

of Eighteen but then at Liberty to — for ir 

ly, you have Kill derain'd her; and w. 
Fr believe, ſhe's wholly at your Diſpoſal. Of x 12 15 I 
. ſufficient Proof; therefore, if you don't jo medizgal y ſign 
this Inſtrument, which refigns over all your Right and | 
Property to me, wham the has choſen for her Guardian, == 
PII carry you to the next River, and you ſhall go ſouſe in- 4 
to the Water like the/Edifiang. If yon doubt the Truth A 


of what I've utter rd, here Comes . Co, aber for 
herſelf. 10 


Enter MANLY, CORINNA 5 BELINDA: 


Sir Tho. Well, c ar hs s true? And have yo ou us'd 
me thus for a ol my co and qndneſs? taxon | Girl! 
But you'll hereafter repent this, when that Foung Rake. 


. hell, has ſpent all your Fortype; © then youllt wiſh youre 
ſelf with tt e © 85 again 

Cor. Tis pu it mas; you wow have facri- 
fic'd me to gne T'neyer 'cowd have enjoy a Moment's 3 
Tranquility Wi ene me {9 was rlol:td cinſakl 9 1 


Sir Tho. Why, 
you defire,” e. N 1 Mar. 


*$ = "EW" 1 iter 


* * 
5 ; * 
wy : 
1 
I ( 28 
a” a» 
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Mas. But firft Tign, Sir Themas; and all will be well. 
Sir Too, Come, come, give me the Pen, ſince it mult 
be fo ; for Im almoſt choak d ro Death. 

* Puts out hit Hand, and ſigns; and then be is let out. 

Sir Tho. What Mr. Manly here! | I did not think you 

h would have been concern'd in ſuch an Affair. 

Man. Oh, dear Sir Thomas! I'd do ten times as wann 

at any Time to ſerve my Friend, 

Cor. Well, Sir Thomas ! But I hope you'll forgive u us 
-this little Frolick ? 


_ Sir Tho. Frolick, quotha ! It's the worſt Frolick I ever 


"was concern'd i in. I forgive you! A pox rot and con- 
Hai you all together.. T3115 
= Mar. My dear Friend, I give you Joy. of the Succeſs. 


E Db Bel. Thank ye, Manly. Now are my Joys compleat, 


ſince I am bleſt with my dear Corinna. 
l am for ever oblig'd to 18. bias Deliverer. 


| 70: Bok Come, my Corinne . 
Let Amen join our Hands, our Hearts agree, 


To ſpend our Time in Love and Conſtancy. 
” fo EY mu 


= g Sweet are the 5 1 
10 t Tic thas 1 the tuneful 9 
An aug elite, an early pleaſant Spring: 
. Is. happy. Pairs they kindly join; by 
: "With warbling Notes they weetly _— | 
iu ; Y eva a b. eaceful. Turtle Dove, | | 
ee Saeceeding Days are croumd with Love: 


7 
Main Gbr 0 Lover's s Breaſt ſhall faoth my Pain; 2. 
224 15 fl our charms my rauiſb'd Soul ! = 
RM js Power Pl LE — * be reigns, 


ne 
Ks ——— — 


R 


(29) 
His Will PII never ance controul: 
Mell both agree in every thing, 
That each Hour may new Pleaſures bring. 


- Both. l both agree in every Thing, | 
That, Kc, | 


Er NBT 
Madam, here's the Squire juſt. c coming 1 


Cor. Let him come, Betty; we are provided to receive 
him. 


Enter 8 QUIR E. 


A ha! What a Murrain is the Matter wi” ye all: 
You're mighty merry, and loving, methinks. 

Hel. We are all going to be married, Squire. 

Squ. Ay, and pray who is ſo fooliſh as to marry you, 


I trow ; whoare a en Brother, without ever a Foot 


of Land. 
Cor. Even your humble Servant, ſweet "Squire Timathy. 


Sgu. Now, who wou'd"take a Woman's Word for a 
Pin? For you're all as falſe as Crocodiles ; but, fot m 


Part, I care not a Fig ; for I can have Women enough for 


all you, | A | af : | 
La CM R A. = 
Take wot a Woman's Anger a," „ 
Let this be your Comfort 2 8 
Let this be Jour Comfort Keil, 
＋ hat if one won 8 another will... * 


he, that ts Halit, will deny; ; 
But ſhe, that is wiſer, will 2705 | 
"Tis but a Woman, "what care kl, 25 
What care I? What care I? 
"Tis but a Woman, what care 1 75 


be | 


”_ —_ — 
y - 
4 # | b n * 
1 * 
- n! 


©) - 
However, I'm fo well pleagd, Pll follow your Steps 
pretty ſmartly ; ; for here's Miſtreſs Betty, wil br t refuſe 


me, I warrant ye; and I think ſhe's very pretty; and in 


good Truth I had always a Mind to her, more than you, 
adam [To Corinna.) And as for Father's Conſent, I 


care not this [Szaps bjs Fingers. I d'ye ſee. For now I'm 


ſet on't, I will "i. a Wife, Ecod for he can't diſinhe- 


rit me, I'm fure. Well, Betty! what ſay'ſt thou, Laſs ? 
Can you like me well enough for a Husband??ꝰ 


Betty. Why, Squire, ſince you come upon honourable 
Terms; I muſt own Lalwa s wifh'd T cou'd find as much 
to charm you with, as my 


Ye 
Su. Say*ſt thou 1o.! Why then here's my Hand, 


now, Belinda, you muſt call Mrs. Betty, alia: 2 


when Father dies, ſhe'll be a Lady, and will take Place 


| of her Miſtreſs here. Ha! ha, ha. 


Cor. Upon my Word, Squire, 1 ſhan't envy her Grapdaur:; ; 


forT wiſh you all the Happineſs your Hearts can deſire. 


Man. So I find All are happy in their Chaices; and no-. 
BED ſpend the Night in 1 and Jolity, c 
EN AIR VI. Sing Tantaratz. F l = 
Bel. Corinna, /o charmin 4 "Beauty e bright 1 | 
She's all Fer Wor 27 ſhes all my Delight : 


Her Face, with-ber Virtues, + agree t outſh ſhine 
All the Females on Earth, Ob fe Tm ha al e's mine. 
Sig Tantararara pleas d all, ple 
Sing © KS rr play all.” A 


Cor. Since I um thus. „I baniſh al Fear: a7 
40 Guan lan un F tend! my rd! end wy Deer 1 
| 5 5 


1 * 2 


* — — * | 
| ww. _ G 
> 4 = N : f | | | 
q | | . 
Y 4 
q . = 4 A 1 - = 
| | | Y 
jo = 1 Bo. 8 
L * - : 4 * = 
A — * bh 
* _ 
. 1 : = 
# © 
7 1 1 . 
CY 


4 er May su, Love, and vr Joys, be as laſting as Lies; 
a T bleſt in a Hushand, and you in a Wife. 1 
2 Ling Tantararara bleſt all, Oe 
| g | 4 4 . | . ad. 
Beli; Let Siy Thomas be wiſe, ,. e Re «on In Sorret : 
May this Day's uy ora znftratt him to- Morrow, Jo 
I )be Trap, or the Halter, will fall to bis Share. K 
| Sing Tantararara take Care, Fr. 


Squ. And when my dear Betty takes me to her Arms, 
With extatick Bliſs, Il rifle her Charms. „ 
Well hag, and we'll kiſs, we'll ſport, and we'll 4 | 
Well love all the Night, and "we'll dance all Me. a5. 
Sim Tantararara Dance all, Cc. 


Man. And now if you'll deign to give us an Applauſe, 
"T'will be a great Step in our young Author's Cauſe, A 
"Twill enliven his Wit, wake his Senſes ſo gay + _— 

Sing Tantararara Clap al. 
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